It offers much of value, though. For the casual seeker of hams, this is a handy guide for field idenfificafion. For the more serious student, the volume shows how much work remains to be done on the variefies of midwestem bams. Robert Amerson and his famUy moved to a rented farm in 1934 with no electricity, phone, central heating, or indoor bathroom. Cormected to the nearest town by an unreUable dirt road, the Amersoris farmed their quarter-secfion with horses long after some of their neighbors had bought tractors. Amerson tells about this depression boyhood with a hybrid of history, memoir, and fiction (Amerson dug through coimty records and newspapers and freely admits that he invented most of the dialogue). Some of his stories may evoke nostalgia, yet the Amersons are not the Waltons, and although many of the chapters end a little too tidily-with problems resolved and tiie family's firm resolufion restored-Amerson does not whitewash mral life. Fmstrations abound: a stoic, often noncommittal father, ethnic tension in the form of Robert's mother's resentment of the way she was treated by the "Norskies" as a young bride, the blasted dreams of neighbors and family members seeking their fortunes in far-off places. And, always, there is the sense of inferiority that farmers felt in the presence of better-off and slightly exotic town folk.
I grew up a couple of counties and a couple of decades away from Amerson's Hidewood-in fact, I was one of those not-quite-tobe-trusted town boys-yet this hook rings tme, not as an elegy to "olden times," but as a refiection on midwestem experiences that cuts across generafions. The photograph on the dust jacket of Dancing the Cows Home reveals something of the story inside. In the foreground, attracfive teenaged twin sisters dance together in lovely pink and blue dresses. In contrast, the farmstead behind and aU aroimd the dancers is dingy gray and
